
pass, for ye would be seen, and as soon Mchamber, whera tho benighted Noot had
li veil and died.

Me, trembling like leaves, and with tho cold
perspiration of terror ixmrini from our skins.

thounnd years for her to como back ngnln u
he did for mo. I had rather die when mj

hour comos and I should fancy that it vi't far
off either and my ways to look for her.
Do you go in, if you like."

r?ffwZI H
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rjowlng old before my eyes! I suppose tl:t
Leo saw it also; certainly he recoiled a step
nr two.

"What is it, my Kalilkrntcs?" she said, and
her voire what vas tho matter with those
deep and thrilling notes? They were quite
high and cracked.

Why, what is it what ii It!" she said,
confusedly. "I feel dazed. Surely the
qualify of tho firo liutu not altered. Can the
principle or life niter! Tell me, jtaui urates,
is there aught wrong with my oyesf I see
not clear," and she put hor hand to her head
and touched her holr and, oh, horror of
horrors! it all fell off upon tho floor, leaving
her utterly bald.

"Oh, look! look! look!" shrieked Job, lnU
shrill falsetto of terror, his eyes nearly drop
ping out of his head, and foam upon his lij.
"Look! look! look! she's shriveling up! sho's
turning into a monkey!" nnd down he foil
uon the floor, foaming and gnashing in a fit.

True enough 1 lulnt oven as I write it in
tho living presence of that terrible recollec
tion sho was shriveling up; the golden snake
that had encirclod her gracious form slipped
over her hips and foil upon the ground;
smaller and smaller she grow; her skin
changed color, and in place of the perfect
whiteness of it: luster it turned dirty nrown
and yellow, like nn old piece of withered
parchment. Hhofelt at her bald head; the
delicate hand was nothing but a claw now, a
human talon, like that or a badly preserved
Egyptian mummy, and tlion sho seemed to
realizo what kind of chango was passing over
her, and she shrieked ah, sho shrieked! she
rolled upon the floor and shrieked!

smaller sho grew, ana smaller yet, till sue
was no larger than a sho baboon. Now the
skin was puckered into a million wrinkles,
aud on the shapeless face was the stomp of
unutterable ago. I never saw anything like
it ; nobody ever saw anything like tho fright
ful ago that was graven on that fearful coun
tenanee, no bigger now than that of a two
months' child, though the skull remained tbl
same size, or nearly so, and let all men pray
to God they never may, if they with to keep
their reason. ,

At last sho lay still, or only feeblr moving.
Sho who but two minutes before had gazed
upon us tho loveliest, noblest, most splendid
weman the world had ever seen, she lay still
beforo us, near tho masses of h'er own dark
hair, no larger than a big monkey, and
hldoous ah, too hideous for words. And
yet, think of this at that very moment I
thought of it it was the same woman !

She was dying; wo saw it, and thanked
God for whilo sue lived she could feel, and
what must sho havo felt? She raised hersolf
upon her bony hands, and blindly gaxed
around hor, swaying her head slowly from
side to side as a tortoise does. She could not
see, for her whitish eyes were covered with t
horny film. Oh, tho horrible pathos of tbt
sight,! Iiut she could stil! peak.

"Kallikrate," she said, in husky, trembling
notes. "Forget me not, Eallikrates. Have
pity on my sbaina; I como again, and
shall onco more be beautiful. I swear it it it
truel Oh h h 1" and sue fell upon hor
face and was still.

On the very spot where twenty centuries
beforo sho had stain the old Kalukrates, she
uerseu ieti tiuwii mm uieti.
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we, too, fell on the sandy floor of that dread
place, and swooned away.

. I know not how long we lay thus. Many
hours, I suppose. When at last I opened my
eyes the other two were still outstretched
upon the floor. The rosy light still beamed
like a celestial dawn, and tho thuntler whoels
of tho spirit of Hfo stilled rolled upon their
accustomed track, ior ai l awoKe tne great
Eillar was passing away. There, too, lay the

little monkey frame, covered with
crinkled yellow parchment, that once had
been the glorious She. Alas! it was no hid-
eous dream it wa3 an awful aud unparalleled
laetl

What had hannoned to brintr this shocking
change about? Had tho nature of tho life
giving fire changed? Did it perhaps from
time to timo send forth an essence of death
instead of an essence of life? Or was it that
tho frame onco charged with its marvelous
virtue could bear no moro, so that were the
process related it mattered not what lapse
of time tho two impregnations neutralized
each other and left the body on which thoy
acted as it was before it ever camo into con-
tact with the very essence of life? This, and
this mono, would account lor the sudden and
terrible aging of Ayesha, os the wholo length
of her 2.000 vears took effect unon her. I
have not the slightest doubt myself but that
the framo now lying beforo me was just what
the frame of a womnn would be if by any
extraordinary means life could bo preserved
in her till she at length died at the age of
twenty-tw- o centuries.

Uut who cim tell what bad happened?
There was the fact. Often Fince that awful
hour I have reflected that it required no great
stretch of imagination to boo the finger of
Providence in the matter. Ayesha locked up
in her living tomb, waiting from age to age
for tho coming of her lover, worked but a
small chango in the order of tho world. But
Ayesha, strong and happy in her love,
clothed in immortal youth and godlike
beauty, nnd tho wisdom of tho ceuturies,
wquM havo rvYolutiociswl 6ociety, and oven
perchance havo chang! the destiny of man-
kind. Thus the opposed herself against the
eternal law, and strong though sho was, by it
was swept back to nothingness swept back
with shame and hideous mockery.

For somo minutes I lay faintly turning
theso terrors over in my mind, while my
physical strength came back to mo, which it
soon diil in that buoyant atmosphere. Then
I bethought r.io of the others, and staggered
to my feet to see if 1 could arouse them. But
first I took up Ayesha's kirtle and the gauzy
scarf with which she bad been wont to hido
her dazzling loveliness from the eyes of men,
and, averting my head w that 1" might not
look upon it, covered up that dreadful relic
of the glorious dead, that shocking epitome
of human beauty and human life. I did this
hurriedly, fearing lest Leo should recover and
sen it again.

Then, stepping over tho perfumed masses of
dark hair that lay upon the sand, I stooped
down by Job, who was lying upon his fcce,
and turned him over. As I did so his arm
foil back in a. way that I did not like, and
which rent a chill through me, and I glanced
sharply at him. One look was enough. Our
old aud faithful servant was dead. His
nerves, already shattered by all he had seen
and undergone, had utterly broken down be-

neath this last dire sight, afi he bad died of
terror, or in a fit brought ou by terror. One
bad only to look at bis face to see it

It wa another blow; but perhaps it way
help people to understand how overwhelm-
ingly awful was the experience through whfch
wo had passed wo did not feel it much at the
time. It seemed quite natural that the poor
old fellow sbonkl be dead. When Leo came
to himself, wbr-- he did with a groan anil
trembling of the limbs about ten minutes
afterward, ami 1 told him that Job was dead,
he merely said. "Oh!" And, mind you, this
was from no lteai tUssnesa, for he and Job
were much attached to each other; and be
often talks of hir now with the deepest re-
gret and affection It was only that his
nerves would bear no more. A harp ctn only
give out a certain quantity of sounds how-
ever heavily it is smitten.

Well, I sot myself to recovering Leo,
whom, to my infinite relief, I found was not
lend, lint onlv faint imr. stnd in the end I suc
ceeded, as I have said,. .

ami be setup;, and then
- ' u i i : I ' i
1 saw anotner ureauim utuig. iibii ww

entered that awful place bis curling hair had
ueen oi tne ruddiest goui, now n, wj
gray, and by the tuna we gained the-- outer
air it was snow white. Besides, he Hooked
twentv years older.

"What U to be done, old fellow?" he said,
in a hollow, dead sort of voice, when his mind
had cleared a little, and a recollection of what
hail happened forced itself upon it

"Try and pet out, I supj)se," I answered;
"that is unless yon would like to go in
there," and I pointed to the column of fire
that was once more roiling by.

'I would go in if 1 were sure It would kill
tne," he said, with a httle laugh. "It was my
rnracd hesitation that did this. If 1 had not
been afraid she might never have tried to
bow me the road. But I am not sera. The

fire might have the opposite effect apon me.
It might make me immortal; and, old fellow.
I havo uot the patiouce to wait a couple ol

tuu iioive ones found that ve were alone.
well," and he smiled siguiflcantly and mad
a movement as thouirh lui were niacin? a hat
on his bond. "Hut fini-- U wnv vr th
cliff when of I onco spake to yc, where tlu--

drive the cattle out to pasture. Then lieyond
tne pastures are tnree uavs' lonrnev tnroiitm
the marshes, and after that I know not, but
I have heard that seven days' journey from
thence is a mighty river which Uoweth to the
black water, ir ye could como thither, per-
chance ve mlirbt oscane. hut how can vn
come thither?"

"Billali," I snld, "once, thou knowest, I did
savo thy lifo. Now pay back the debt, my
rather, and save me lumo and my menus,
tho Lion's. It shall be a pleasant thing for
thee to think of when thintfliour comes, and
something to tct in the scale against tho evil-doin- g

of thy days, if perchance thou hast
done any evil. Also, ir thou be right, and if
She doth but hido hersolf, surely when shs- -
comes agaiu she shall reward theo," i feU

"aly son the Baboon," answered the old r
man, "think not that I nave an ungrateful
heart. Well do I remember how thou didst
rescue me when those dogs stood by to see me
drown. Measure for measure Trill 1 2v th,
nnd if thou canst be saved, surely I will savo
thoe. Listen: by dawn bo pro-pare-d,

for litters shall be hero to bear ye
away across tho mountains, and through tue
marshes beyond. This will I do. saying that
it is tho word of She that it be done, and he
who obeyeth not the word of She food is he
for tho hyenas. Then when ye have crossed
tlie marshes, ye must strike with your own
hand, so that perchance, u good rortune go
with ye, ye may live to come to that black
water whereof ye told me. And now, see, the
Lion wakes, and yo must eat the food I have
made ready for ve,"

60B condition wnen once no was rainy
aroused proved not to be so bad as might have
been expected from his apparance, and wo
both of us managed to eat a hearty meal,
which indeed we needed sadly enough. After
this we limped down to tho spring and
bathed, and then camo back and slept again
till evening, when we once more ate enough
for five. Billali was away all that day, no
doubt making arrangements about litters and
bearers, for we were wakened in the middle
of the night by tho arrival of a considerable
numoor or men in tho little camp.

At dawn the old man himself appeared,,
and told us that he had, by using She's
dreaded name, though with some difficulty,
succeeded in getting the necessary men ana
two guides to conduct us across the swamps.
and that be urged us to start at once, at tno
same time announcing his Intention of ac-
companying vs, so as to protect us against
treachery. I was much touched by this act
of kinduees on tho part of that wily old bar--
barian toward two utterly defenseless strait
gens. A three or in his case, for he woult '
nave to return, six days' journey through
thoso deadly swamps was no light undertak- -
Intr rip a mnn nt htm n era l,nt hi. (VWittttitarl ta
it cheerfully in order to promote our saxoty.
It shows that even among those dreadful
Amahagger who are certainly, with their
gloom and their devilish and ferocious rites,
by far the most terrible savages that I ever .

heard of there are people with kindly hearts.
ur course seir interest may nave nail some-
thing to dp with it He may have thought
that She would suddenly reappear and de-

mand an account of us at bis hands; but
still, allowing ior au deductions, it was a
great doal more than wo could expect under
the circumstances, and I can only say that I
shall for as long as I live cherish a most af-

fectionate reiuerabranco of my nominal
parent, old Billali.

Accordingly, after swallowing some food,.,..,1 ...jn tU 1 f ...... fralinr -- A n M ndt. d null wig iiuvci n, miui. a'J .a.
our bodies went, wonderfully liko our old
selves after our long rest and sleep. 1 must
leave tho condition of our minds to the imagi
nation.

Then camo a torriblo pull up tho cliff.
Sometimes tho ascent was natural, more often
it was a zigzag roadway cut, no doubt, iu the
first Instance by the old inhabitants of Kor. The
Amahagger say they drive their spare cattle over
It onco a year to posture outside; all I know is
that those cattle must be uncomniouly active on
their fnet. Of course the Utters were useless here,
so we had to walk.

or tnree wnoie nays, tnrougti stoncn anti mire,
and the all prevailing flavor of fever, did our
bearers struggle along, till at length we came to
open, rolling ground, quite uncultivated, nud
mostly treeless, but covered with gome of all
sorts, which lies beyond that almost desolate, and
without guides utterly Impracticable, district.
And here on the following morning we bode fare-
well, uot without some regret, to old Billali, who
stroked his white beard, and solemnly blessed us.

"Farewell, my son the Baboon," ho said, "and
farewell to thee, 0 Lion. I can do no more to
help yo. But If ever ye come to your own coun-
try, bo advised, and venture no more into lunils
that yo know not, lest ye come back no more, but
leave your white bones to mark the limit of your
journeylngs. Farewell once moro; often shall I
think of ye, nor wilt thou forget mo, my Balxxin,
for though thy face Is ugly thy heart is true.''
And then he turned and went, and with lihn went
the tall and sullen looking liearers. and that was
the last that we saw of the Amahagger. Wo
watched them winding away with the empty lit
ters uico a procession Bearing aeau men rrom a
battle, till the mists from the marsh gathered
round thorn and hid them, and then, left utterly
desolate In the vast wilderness, we turned and
gawd around us and at each other.

Three weeks or so Ixjfore, four men had entered
tho marshes of Kor, and now two of us were
dead, and the other two had gone through adven-
tures and exjieriences so strange and terrible
that death himself hath not a moro fearful coun
tenance. Three weeks and only three weeks!
Truly time should be measured by events and not
bv tho lanse of hours. It seemed like thirty
years smeo we saw the last of our whaleboat.

"We must strike out for the Zambesi, Leo," I
said, "hut Ood knows If we shall ever get there,"

Leo nodded, lie hail become very silent of
late, anil we started with nothing but the clothes
we stood In, a compass, our revolvers and express
rifles, and about 2u0 rounds of ammunition; and
so ended the history of our visit to the ruins ot
mighty Kor.

As for tho adventures that subsequently befell
us, strange and varied as they were, I have; after
deliberation, determined not to record them here.
In these pages I have only tried to give a short
and clear account of an occurrence which I be-

lieve to bo unique, and this I have done, not with
a view to immediate publication, but merely to
put on paper while they are yet fresh in our
memories the details of our Journey and Its re-

sult, which will, I believe, prove Interesting to
the world If ever we determine to make them
nublic. This, as at nresent advised, we do not
intend should be done during our joint lives.

For the rest, it Is of no puhlio interest, re-

sembling, as it does, the experience of more
than one Central African traveler. Suffice it
to say that we did, after Incredible hardships
and privations, reach the Zambesi, which

roved to be about 170 miles south of whereS dial! left us. There we were for six months im-

prisoned by a savage tribe, who believed us to be
supernatural beings, chiefly on account of Loo's
youthful face and snow white hair. From these
people we ultimately escaped, and, crossing tht
Zambesi, wandered off southward, where, when
on the point of starvation, we were sufficiently
fortunate to tall la with a half caste Portuguese
elephant hroter who had followed a troop of ele-
phants furtfWr lnlwid than he bad ever been be
fore. This man treated us most hospitably, and
ultimately through his assistance we, after in-

numerable sufferings and adventures, reached
Dulagoa bay more than eighteen months from
the day we emerged from the marshes of Kor,
and the very nnxt day managed to catch one of
the Donald Currie hosts that run around tha
Cape to England. Our journey bom' was
a prosperous one, and we set our foot
on iho quay at Southampton exactly two
years from the date of our departure
udod our wild and soemlngly ridiculous nuest
and now I write theso hut words with Leo leaning
over my shoulder In my old room In my collcgn,
the very same Into which somo
years ago my poor friend Vinoey came stumbling
on the memorable night of his doath bearing the
iron chest with him.

Is I Bo really a reincarnation of the ancient
Kollikratea of whom Um Writer speaks) Or was
Ayesha deceived by some extraordinary racial re
semblance? Tho reader must form bis own opin-
ion on this as on many other matters. I have mine,
which ls,that 8be made do such mistake.

And that la tbpnd of this history so far as It
concerns aclencAod the outside world. What Its
end will be as regards Io and myself Is more
than I can guem at But we feci that it is not
reached yet. A story that began 8,000 yean, sg)
may stretch a long way into toe dim and dUuiut
future.

Often I sit alone at night, staring with the eyes
Of the mind into the UockoeM of unborn time,
and wondering In wlt shape and form the drama
will be finallv developed, and whore the scene cf
Its last act will be laid. And when that final rip.
velopmunt ultimately occurs, at I havo no donld
U must and will occur. In obedlen-- e to a fate thai
nevei swerves sod a purpose that cannot be n!
tered, what wdl be the part played therein bj
that Egyptian Ametiartaa, the princetts of thi
race of the 1'haraon Hakor, for the. love of whnir.
(be ancient Kalhkratea broke bis vows to !',and. pursued by the Inexorable vengwance of tl
Ctied goddena, fled dowo the coaat of Libya to
swet ls doom at Kor.

ins un.

And then, n Imfora. tl liMit went out lika. ' 'a lamp.
For some bnlf hour we lnv thus without

speaking a word, and then at length wo began ,

to cwp along the groat spur as bent wo might ,

in me utinw gioom. as we got townru mo
face of tho cliff, however, from which the
spur sprung out like a spike from a wall, tho
light increased, though only a very littlo, for
it was nigui ovorncaii.

Wo were oven without a drop of water to
stay our thirst, for we had drunk tho last in
tho chamber of Noot. How were wo to see
to make our way through this last bowlder
strewn tunnel?

Clearly all thnt we could do was to trust to
our sonso of feeling and attempt the passage
in the dark ; so iu we crept, fearing that if
we delayed to do so our exhaustion would
overcome us, and we should probably lie
down and dio where wo wore.

Oli, tho horrors of that last tunnel! The
place was strewn with rocks, and we fell over
them and knocked ourselves up against them
till we wore bleeding from a score of wounds.
Our only guide was tho side of the cavern,
which wo kept touching, and so bewildered
did wo grow in the darkness that wo were
several times seized with tho terrifying
thought that rre had turned and were travel-
ing tho wrong way. On we went, feebly,
and still moro feebly, for hour after honr,
stopping every few minutes to rest, for our
strength was spent Once we foil asleep, and,
I think, must have slept for some hou in, for,
when wo woko, our limbs were quite stiff antl
the blood from our blows aud scratches had
cakod and was hard and dry upon our skin.
i uou wo uraggoa ourselves on again, till at
last, when despair was entering into our
hearts, we once moro beheld the light of thB
day and found ourselves outside the tunnel in
tho rocjcy tola on tno outer surface of the cliff
that, it will be remembered, led into it

It was early morning. It had taken us the
entire uight to crawl through that dreadful
pia-e- .

"Ono more effort, Loo," I gasped, "antl we
BhaA reach tho slope where Billali is, if he
hasn't gone. Como, don't give way," for he
had cast himself upon his face. He got up,
and, leaning on each other, we got down that
nrty ieet or so ot cuti somehow I have not
the least notion how. I only remember that
we found ourselves lying in a heap at the
bottom, and then once more began to drag
ourselves along on our hands and knoes to-
ward the grove where She had told Billali to
wait her rearrival, for we could not walk an-
other foot We had not gone fifty yards in
this fashion, whon suddenly one of the mutes
emerged from some trees on our left, through
wmcn, i presume, no uatt Deen taking a
morning stroll, and came running up to see
what sort of strange animals we were, lie
stared, and stared, and then held up bis bands
in norror and nearly ten to tho ground. Noxt
be started off as hard as he could for the
grove, some 200 yards away. No wonder
that he was horruiod at our appearance, for
we must have been a shocking sight To be
gin. Leo. with his golden curls turned a snowy
white, his clothes nearly rent from his body,
his worn face aud his hands a mass of bruises,
cub and blood incrusted filth was a suf
ficiently alarminz spectacle as he Dainfcllv
dragged hlmsolf along the ground, and I have
no rtouut that I was little better. I know
that two days afterward, when I looked at
my face in some water, I scaroeljT knew my-
self. I have never been famous for beauty.
but there was something besides ugliness
stamped upon my features, that I have never
got rid of until this day something resem-
bling that wild look with which a startled
person wakes from deep sleep more than any-
thing that I can think of. And really it is
not to he wondered at. What I do wonder
at it that we escaped at all with our reason.

Presently to my Intense relief I saw old Bil
tali hurrying toward us. and evon the-- . 1

could scarcely help smiling at the expression
oi consternation on ms uignined countenance.

"un, my jttaoooni my JJuboonr be cried
my dear son. is it indeed thee and the Lion?

Why, his mano that was as ripe as corn is
white like tho snow. Whence come ye, and
whore is the Pier, and where, too. She-wh-

tl i"
"Dead, both lt?ad," I answered; "but ask

not questions; help us. and give us food nnd
water, or wo, too, shall die before thino eyes.
Seest thou not that our tongues are block for
want or wnf.TJ now can we talk then?"

Dead!" he gasped: "impossible! She who
never dies, dead, how can it be?" and then
perceiving, I think, that his face was being
watched by the mutes who had como running
up ho chocked himself and motioned to them
to carry us to the camp, which thoy did.

j'urtunaiuiy wuen wo arrived some orotu
was boiling on the fire, and with this Billali
foil us, for we were too weak to feed our
selves, thereby, I firmly believe, saving us
from death by exhaustion. Thon ho bade the
mutes wash tho blood and grime from as with
wet cloths, and after that we were laid down
uion piles of aromatic grass and instantly
foil into the doad sleep of absolute exhaustion
or nunu nnd oody.

CHAPTER XXVHX
OVEH THE MOUNTAIN.

The next thing I recollect is a feeling of
the most dreadful stiffness, and a sort of
vague idea passing through my half awakened
brain that I was a carpot that had just been
beaten. I opened my eyes, aud tho first thing
they fell on was the venerable countenance of
our old friend Billali, who was seated by the
sido of tho improvised bed upon which I was
sleeping and thoughtfully stroking his long
beard. The sight of him at once brought
back to my mind a recollection of all that
we bad recently passed through, which was
accentuated by tho vision of poor Leo lying
opposite to me, his face knocked almost to a
jelly, and his beautiful crown of curls turned
from yellow to white, and I shut my eyes
again and groaned.

'Thou hast slept long, my Baboon," said
the old Billali.

"How long, my fathorr I asked.
"A round of the sun and a round of the

moon, a day and a night, hast thou slept, and
the Lion also. See, ho sloopeth yet"

"Blessed is sloep," I answered, "for it swal
lows up recollection."

"Tell me," be said, "what hath befallen ye,
and what is this strange story of the death of
her who dioth not Bethink thee, my son; if
this be true, thon is thy danger and the dan
ger of the Lion very great nay, almost is the
pot red wherewith ye shall be potted, and the
stomachs of those who shall eat ye are already
hungry for the feast. Knowest thou not that
those Amahagger, my children, these dwellers
in the caves, hate ye because of their
brethren whom she put to tho torture for ye?
Assuredly, if once they learn that there
naught to foar from Hiya, from the terrible
She who must be obeyed, they will slay ye by
the pot But let me bear thy tale, my poor
Baboon."

Thus adjured, I t to work and told him
not everything, indued, for I did not think it
desirable to do so, but sufficient for my pur
pose, which was to make him understand that
She was really no more, having fallen into
some fire, and, as I put it for the real thing
would have been incomprehensible to him
lieen burned up. I also told him some of the
horrors we had undergone in effecting our
escape, and these produced a great impression
on him. But I clearly saw that he did not
believe in the report of Ayesha's death, He
believed indeed that we thought that she
was dead, but his explanation was that it had
suited her to disappear for a while. Once, he
said, in his father's time, she had done so for
ten years, and there was a tradition in the
country that many centuries back no one had
seen bor for a whole generation, when she
suddenly reappeared, and destroyod a woman
who hod assumed ttie position of oneen. I
aid nothing to this, but only shook my head

udly. Alas! I knew too well that Ayesha
would appear no more, at any rate that Bil-
lali would never see her.

"And now." concluded Billali, "what
wouid-s- t thou do. my Baboon!"

"Nay, 1 said, Jl knovf not, my father. Can
ws not escape from this country P

He shook bis bead.
"It is very difficult By Kor y cannot

But now a fresh torrnr stared us in the face.
r. i , i .. . ..
it may w inai, owing to poor
Job's fear and awkwardness, tho plank upon
which we had crossed from the lingo spur to
the rocking stone had been whirled oil into
the gutt below.

How were we to cross without the plank?
There was only ono answer we must trv

and jump it, or else stop where we wore till
we starved. The distance in itsolt was not
yery great lietween oleven and twelve feet,
1 siiouia tuinu and i navo seen Lieo lump
over nineteen loet wuen ne was a young fel
low at college; but then, think of tho condi-
tions. Two weary, worn out men, one of
them the wrong side of 40, a rocking stone to
takr off from, a trembling point ef rock soma
few feet across to land ou, and a bottomless

ult to oo cleared m a raging gale. It was
iad enough, Ood knows, but when I Dointed

out these things to Loo, he put the wholo
matter in a nutshell by replying that, merci-
less as the choice was, we must choose be-
tween tho certainty of a lingoring death in
thecliamlier and tho risk of a swift one in the
air. Of course there was no arguing against
this, but ono thing was cloar, we could not
attempt that leap in the dark; the only thing
to do was to wait for the ray of light which
pierced turougn tno gulf at sunset. How
near to or ho tr far from sunset wo might bo
neither of us had the faintest notion: all we
did know was that when at last tho light
came it would not endure more than a couple
oi nimnu at tne ouusiue, so that we must be
prepared to meet it Accordingly, wo mado
up our minds to creep on to tho top of the
rocking stono and lie tliore in readiness. We
were the moro readily reconciled to this
course by tho fact that our lamps were once
more nearly exhausted indeed, one had gone
out bodily, and the other was jumping up
and down, as the flame of a lamp does when
the oil is done. So by the aid of its dying
light wo hastened to crawl out of tho little
chamber and clamber up tho side of the great
stone.

As we did so the light went out
The difference in our position was a suffi-

ciently' remarkable one. Below, in the little
chamber, we had only heard the roaring of
the gale overhead ; here, lying on our faces
on the swinging stone, we wore exposed to
its full force and fury, as tho great draught
drew first from this direction and then from
that, howling against the mighty precipice
and through the rocky cliffs like 10,000

souls. We lay there hour after hour
hi terror and misery of mind so deep that I
will not attempt to describe it, and listened
to the wild storm voices of that Tartarus, as
set to the deep undertone of the spur oppo-
site, against which the wind hummed like
some awful harp, they called to each other
from precipice to precipice. No nightmare
dreamed by man, no wiid invention of the
romancer, can ever equal the living horror of
thnt place and the weird crying of those
voices of the night as we luy, like ship-
wrecked mariners on a raft, and tossed on
black, unfathomed wilderness of air. Fortn
natoly tho temperature was not a low one
indeed, the wind was warm, or we should
have perished. Well, "we lay and listened,
and while we still were stretched out upon
the rock a thing happened that was so curi-
ous and suggestive in itself, though doubtless
it was a mere coincidence, that, if anything,
it adtled to rathor than deducted from the
burdon of our norves.

It will bo remembered that when Avosha
was standing on the spur, before we crossed
to the stone, tho wind tore her cloak from her
and whirled it away into the darkness of the
guir, wo could not see whither. Well I
hardly like to tell the story, it is so st ranee
as we lay there upon tho rocking stono, this
very cjoax came noating out oi the block
space, like a memory from tho dead, and fell
on Leo so that it covered him nearly from
head to foot. We could not at first make
out whnt it was, but soon discovered by its
feel, and then poor Leo for the first time gavo
way! and I heard him sobbing there upon the
stone. No doubt the cloak had leen caught
upon some pinnacle of the cliff, and was
thence blown hither by a chance gust; but
still it was a most curious and touching inc-
ident

Shortly after this, suddenly, without the
slightest previous warning, the great red
knife of light came stabbing the darkness
through and through, struck tho swaying
stone on which we lay and rested its sharp
point upon tne spur opposite.

stretched ourselves, and looked
at tho cloud wreaths stained tho color of
blood by that red ray, as they tore through
the sickening depths beneath, antl then at the
empty space between the swaying stone and
tho quivering rock, and in our hearts des-
paired and prepared for death. Surely we
count not clear it desperate though we were.

' "Who is to go first?" said I.
"Do you, old fellow," answered Leo. "I will

sit upon the other sido of tho stono to steady
it You must tako as much run as you can
ria jump nign; anu uoa have mercy on
is, say I."

I acquiesced with a nod, and then I did a
thing I bad never done since Loo was a littlo
boy. I turned and put my arm round him
,nd kissed him ou tho forehead. It sounds

rather I'ronch, but as a fact I was takintr niv
last farewell of a man whom I could not have
loved more if ho had been my own son twice
over.

"Good by, my boy," I said, "I hope that wo
sunn wuerever it is tnar. wo go to. '

The fact was I did not expect to live an
otner two minutes.

Next I retreated to tho far sido of the rock.
and waited till ono of the chopping gusts of
wind got behind me, and than commending
my soul to God, I ran the longth of the huge
stone, some three or rour and thirty feet, and
sprung wildly out into the dizzy air. Oh!
tno sickening terrori that I folt as I launched
myself at that little point of rock, and the
noiTtDlo sense of despair that shot through
my brain ns I realized that I had jumped
short ! But so it was ; my feet never touched
the point; they went down into space; only
my hands and body came in contact with it.
I crriPDed at it with a veil, but one hand slir- -
ped, and I swung right round, holding by the
other, so that I faced the stono from which I
had sprung. Wildly 1 stretched up with my
left hand, and this time managed to grasp a
knob of rock, and there I hung in the florce
rod light, with thousands of feet of empty air
beneath mo. My hands were holding to
either side of the under part of the spur, so
that its point was touching my head. There- -
lore even lr l could have round the strength
I could not rull myself ud. The most that I
could do would be to hang for about a min-
ute, and then drop down, down into the bot-
tomless pit. If any man can imagine a more
hideous position, let him speak. I felt the spur
above me shake beneath the shock of bis im
pact, and as it did so I saw the huge rocking
stone, that had been violently depressed by
him as he sprung, fly back when relieved of
his weight, till, for tho first time during all
these centuries, it got beyond its balance, and
fell with a most awful crash right into the
rocky chamber, which had once served the
philosopher Noot for a hermitage, as I have
no doubt, forever hermetically sealing the
passage that leads to the place of life with
some Hundreds oi tons or rocs.

AU this happened in a second, and, curi
ously enough, notwithstanding my terrible
position, I noted it all involuntarily, as it
were. I even remember thinking that no
human being would go down that dread path
again.

Next instant I felt Leo seize me by the right
wrist with both bands. By lying flat upon
his stomach on the point of rock he could just
reach me.

"You must let go and swing yourself clear,"
he said, in a calm and collected voice, "and
then I will try and pull you up, or we will
DOtn go together. Are you reauyr

liy way of answer I let go, first with my
left hand and then with the right, and swayed
out as a consequence cloar of the overshadow
ing rock, my weight banging upon Leo's
arms. It was a dreadful moment He was
a very powerful lnsn, I knew, but would bis
strength be equal to lifting me up till I could
get a hold on the top of the spur, when owing
to ms position bo bad so little purcnaser

For a few anrands I swunir te and fro.
while he gathered himself for the effort, and
then l heard bis smews cracking above me
and fe,t myself lifted up as though I were
little child, till I got my left arm around the
rock, and my chest was resting on it The
rest was easy ; in two or three more seconds
I was p, and we were ly.ing pontics lJ

liut 1 merely shook my head, my ercitomem
was as dead as ditch water, and my distaste
for tho prolongation of my mortal span hoc'
como buck upon mo more strongly than over.
Besides, wo neither of us knew what the ef-

fects of tho firo might be. The result upon
She bad not been of an encouraging nature,
and of the exact causes that produced that
result wo were, or course, ignorant.

"Well, my boy," I said, "wo can't stop bore
till wo go the way of thoee two," and 1

pointed to the littlo heap under the white gar-
ment and to the stiffening corpse of poor Job.
"If we are going wo bad better go. Hut, by
the way, I expect that the lumps have burned
out;" and I took one up and looked at it, and
sure enough it had.

"1 here is somo moro oil m tho vase," said
Leo. indifferently, "if it is not broken, at
least"

I examined tho vessel in ouestion it wa
intact With a trembling hand I lllled the
lamps luckily there was still somo of the
linen wick unbunied. Then I lit them with
ono of our wax mutches. While I did so we
heard the pillar of fire approaching once
more as it went on its never ending journey,
if, indeed, it was the same pillar that passed
anil repassed in a circle.

"Lot's see it come once more," said Leo;
we shall never look upon its like strain in this

world."
It seemed a bit of idle curiosity, but some-

how I shared it, and so we waited till, turn
ing slowly round upon 1U own axis, it had
flamod and thundered by; and I remember
wondering for how many thousands of years
this same phenomenon had been taking place
in the bowels of the earth, and for how many
more thousands it would continue to take
place. I wondered also if any mortal eyes
wouiu ever again mark its passage, or any
mortal ears be thrilled and fascinated by the
swelling volume of its majestic sound. I do
not think that they wilL I believe that we
are the last human beings who will over see
that unearthly sight Presently it hod gone,
and wo. too, turned to go.

But beforo we did so we each took Job's
coltl hand in ours and shook it It was n
rather ghastly ceremony, but it was the only
means in our power of showing our respect
to the faithful deadb and of celebrating his
obsequies. The heap beneath tho white gar-
ment we did not uncover. We had no wish
to look upon that terrible sight again. But
we went to the te of rinnlintr hair that had
fallen from her in the agony of the hidoou
change which was worse than a thousand
natural deaths, and each of us drew from it a
shining lock, and these locks we still have,
the sole memento that is left to us of Ayesha,
as wo knew her in the fullness of her strace
and glory. Leo pressed tho perfumed hair to
ms lips.

"She called to me not to forget her," hi
said, hoarsely "and swore that we shout-mee-t

again. By heaven! I never will forgl
her. Hero I swear that, if we live to get ou'
of this. I will not for all mv davs have any
thing to say to another living woman, aud
that wherever I go I will wait for her a
faithfully as sho waited for me."

"Yes," I thought to myself, "if sho comet!
dock Deautiiut as we knew her. But suppos
big she camo back like that!"

Well, and then we went We went, and
left those two in tho presence of the vory well
and spring of life, but gathered to the cold
company of doath. How bnely they looked
as they lay there, and how 'Jl assorted ! That
little heap had been for 2,C JO years the wisest,
loveliest, proudest creatur I can hardly cali
her woman in the whol1 universe. She had
been wicked, too. in ber way; but, alas! such
m toe irauty or tue human heart, tier wicked-
ness had not dotracted from her charm.
Indeed. I am by no means certain that it did
not add to it It was, after all, of a grand
order; there was nothing mean or small about
Ayesha.

And poor Job, too! His presentiment had
come true, and there was an end of him.
Well, he had a strange burial place no Nor
folk hind ever had a stranger, or over will;
and it is something to lie in the same sepulcher
with tho poor remains of tho Imperial She.

We looked our last upon them and the inde-
scribable rosy clow in which thev lav. and
then with hearts far too heavy for words wo
leu mem ami crept thence Drokon down men

so broken down that wo even renounced the
chance of practically immortal hfo, because
all that made life valuable had gone from us,
and we knew even then that to nrolonz our
days indefinitely would only be to prolong our
sufferings. For we felt yes, both of us
that having onco looked Ayesha in the eyes
wo could not forget her forever and ever
while memory and identity remained. We
both loved her now and for alwavs: sho was
stamped and carven on our hearts, and no
otner woman could ever oraso mat splendid
dio. And I there lies the sting 1 had and
have no right to think thus of her. As she
told me, I was n&ught to her, and nover shall
bo through tho unfathometl depths of time,
unless, indeed, conditions alter antl a day
comes at last when two men may lovo ono
woman aud all three lie happy in tho fact. It
Is the only hope of my broken heartedness.
antl a rather faint one. Beyond it I have
Homing, i uavo paid down tins Heavy price.
au mat i am worm nore ana nercaiter, and
that is tny solo reward. ith Leo it is differ-
ent, and oftcu and often I bitterly enw Lim
his happy lot, for if She was right, and her
wisdom and knowledge ditl not fail her at the
last, which arguing from tho precedent of her
own case I think unlikely, he has Kome future
tr look forward to. But I havo non?, and
ret mark the folly and tho weakness of tho
'tuinan uenrt, and lot him who is wise learn
wisdom from it yet I would not have it
otherwise. I mean that I am content to give
what I have given and must always give, and
take in payment thoso crumbs that fall from
my mistress' table, tho memory of a few kind
words, the hope ono day in tho far undreamed
future of a sweet smile or two of recognition
and a littlo show of thanks for my devotion
to ner anil .Loo.

If that does not constitute true love I do
not know what does, and all I have to say is
that it is a very bad state of mind for a man
on tho wrong side of middle age to fall into.

CHAPTER XXVII.
WK LEAP.

We passed through tho caves without trouble,
but when we came to the slope of the inverted
cone two difficulties stared us in the face. The
first of those was the laborious nature of the
ascent, and tho next the extreme difficulty of
finding 'our way. Indeed, had it not been for
the mental note that I had fortunately taken
of the shape of various rocks, etc., I am
sure that we never should have managed it
at all, but have wandered about in the dread-
ful womb of the volcano for I suppose it must
once havo been something of the sortuntil
we died of exhaustion and despair. As it was,
we went wrong several times, and once nearly
fell into a huge crack or crevasse. It was ter-
rible work creeping about in the dense gloom
and awful stillness from bowlder to bowlder,
and examining it by the feeble lights of the
lamp to see if I could recognize its shape. We
rarely spoke, our heart were too heavy for
speech, we simply stnmbled about, falling
somotimot and cutting ourselves in a rather
dogged sort of way. The fact was that our
spirits were utterly crushed, and we did not
greatly care what happened to us. Only we
felt bound to try and save our lives while we
could, and, indeed, a natural Instinct prompt
ed lis to it Bo for some three or four hours, 1

should think I cannot tell exactly bow long,
for we had no watch left that would go we
blundered on. During the last two hours we
were completely lost, and I began to fear that
we had got in the funnel of some subsidiary
tone, when at last I suddenly recognized a very
large rock which we hail passed in descending
but a littlo way from tho top. It is a marvel
that I should have recognized it, and, indeed,
we had already passed it in going at right
angles to we proper ia, wuen muieming

bout it struck me. and I turned back ana
examined it in an idle sort of way, aud, Os it
Happened, Una proved our salvation.

After this we gained tin rocky natural
stair without much further trouble, and in
iue course found ourselves back in the little
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; CHAPTER XXTL '

VIIAT WE SAW.

Then came a few moments' pause, during
which Ayesha seemed to be gathering up her
strength for the fiery trial, while we clung tc
each other and waited in utter silenco.

At lost, from far, for nwny came the first
murmur of sound, that grew and grew till it
liegan to crash and bellow in the distance. As
ehe heard it, Ayesha swiftly threw off her
gauzy wrapping, loosened her golden snake
from her kirtle, and then, shaking her lovely
hair about her like a (raiment, beneath its
cover slipped the kirtlo oft, nnd replaced the
snaky belt around her nnd outside the masses
of falling hair. There she Btood bofore us as
Eve might have stood before Adam, clod iu
nothing but her abundant locks, held round
iy her golden band ; and no words of mine
ran tell how sweet sho looked and yet how
divine. Nearer and nenrer came the thunder
wheels of lire, and as they came she pushed
one ivory crm through the dark masses of
her hair un;'. flung it round Ieo's neck.

'Oli, my lov'o, my love," slio murmured,
"wilt tlio.i over know howl have loved thee!"
and fill!) kisx?l liiin on tho forehead and then
writ and atocd U the pathway of the flaine
of lift?.

On on me Ilia crashing, rolling notae, and
the sound thereof was a3 though a forest were
Ijeing swept flut ay a mighty wind and then
tossetl up by it like so much grass and thun-
dered clown a mountain side. Nearer and
licmvr it eiimv; now flashes of light, forerun-r.i'i- s

tf tli revolving pfilnr of flame, were
i.:is-i::- g hi;,- - nnoiv j through thy rosy nj,-- ; nn,;
now the t'Ij t f the pillar it w.f Appeared,

iycslia turned toward it ami stretched out
her arms to greet it. 0:i it came, very slow-fl-

n:id lappnl her round with flume. I paw
tt.i t- f ji run up 1;t form. I saw hor lift it
wiilii her humls as tiiougb it were water
nml prrar it over her head. I even saw her

' oiwnlifiriBsafii nnd dra w it down into her
Jungs, .and i& tiieutl ami wonderful sight it
vras.

Then sho paused and stretched out her arms
, mid stood there quits still, with a heavenly
. siniVe upon her face, as though sho Were thy
very spir of fio llama

The mysterious fir played up and doirn
AKt dark and rolling lock, twining and twist- -
dn itvelf through AnA around them like
threads of golden J:ice:; it gleamed upon hor
Jvory breast ai:d should, from which tho
.Juiir had slipped aside; it slid along her pil-
lared throat au.l delicate feutures and seemed
tto fiud a homo in the glorious eyes that shone
and stale more brightly even than the spirit-
ual raffl,

Oh, how beautiful she looked there in the
flame! No angel out of heaven could have
"worn a greater loveliness. Even now my

'Jienrt faints before tho recollections of it as
jsV stood nnd smiled at our awed faces, and I
"Would give half my remaining time upon
this earth to sec her once liko that again.

But suddenly more suddenly than I can
describe a kind of change canto over her

. .fare, a change which I could not deflno or ex-

plain on paper, but nooo the less a change.
Hie fniilo YftU-h- ed 'd In its place there

look; tho rounded face

!f FlZZ rfnetot. as though son o

t anxiet y wore leaving It. impress upon
too, lost bght,

"nd.
The
as lfhought.tho form its perfect shape

pvat irtn, wa't "J
,"d
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